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Free beauteous slave, thy happy feet
In silver fetters varvels meet.
And trample on that noble wrist
The gods have kneel'd in vain t' have kiss'd.
But gaze not, bold deceived spy,                           25

Too much o' th} lustre of her eye;
The sun thou dost outstare, alas!
Winks at the glory of her face.

Be safe then in thy velvet helm,
Her looks are calms that do overwhelm,                 30

Than the Arabian bird more blest,
Chafe in the spicery of her breast,
And loose you in her breath, a wind
Sours the delicious gales of Ind.

But now a quill from thine own wing                 35

I pluck, thy lofty fate to sing;
Whilst we behold the various fight
With mingled pleasure and affright,
The humbler hinds do fall to pray'r,
As when an army 's seen i' th' air,                        40

And the prophetic spaniels run,
And howl thy epicedium.

The heron mounted doth appear
On his own Peg'sus a lander,

And seems on earth, when he doth hut,                45

A proper halberdier on foot;
Secure i' th5 moor, about to sup,
The dogs have beat his quarters up.

And now he takes the open air,
Draws up his wings with tactic care,                     50

Whilst th' expert falcon swift doth climb
In subtle mazes serpentine;
And to advantage closely twin'd
She gets the upper sky and wind,
Where she dissembles to invade,                           55

And lies a pol'tic ambuscade.

The hedg'd-in heron, whom the foe
Awaits above, and dogs below,
In his fortification lies,
And makes him ready for surprise;                       60